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The Games 


by Molanna 


Summary 


Ciri is off to Zerrikania to take part in the famous swordsmanship Games. There she meets 
somebody from her past. 


Cake Shop Rarepair Challenge: Write a story inspired by the last book you read. / Type 
in a new pairing. 


Notes 


This story was inspired by chapter 14 of the novel Don't tell me you're afraid" by Giuseppe 
Catozzella where the protagonist Samia, a 15-year-old girl from Mogadishu, takes part in her 
first big race in the stadium of Hargeysa and wins, becoming the fastest woman of her 
country. That's the chapter we just read in class. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


For a long time it has been her dream. Now it might finally come true. 


She is riding through the night, her long, ash-blonde hair streaming behind her, a stark 
contrast to her beautiful black steed. She could have space-travelled straight to the venue, but 
the ride through the night is exhilarating. She is too nervous to sleep anyway. She knows she 
is an excellent sword fighter - she defeated Leo Bonhart after all - but the Games are 
something else. And nothing at all like what happened in the arena at Claremont. For the 
famous Quadrennial Swordsmanship Games are not about life and death. It is a sports event. 
Just for the fun of it. And she will be there because she wants it, because she has always 
dreamed of a competition like this, of becoming a champion. 


She is incredibly curious too. Jaskier has told her everything about the dragon hunt and the 
two long-necked warrior belles with all their tools. Zerrikania sounds like an incredible place, 
a land where the fantastic is normal and the impossible occurs daily, a land ruled by woman 
warriors, by true Amazones. The legendary Zerrikanian warrior maids in their leopard skins, 
tattooed from head to foot, are said to give no ground to Witchers in the mastery of the blade. 
They will be worthy opponents, a true challenge. 


When the sun rises in the east, she descends into the gigantic, fertile canyon that opens up in 
the mostly barren plateaus of the interior continent, a huge oasis with its own microclimate, 
unique flora and fauna and countless amazing waterfalls. For a while she rides through the 
primeval, jungle-like forests, bewitched by the exotic scenery that reminds her a little of 
Brokilon. Yes, this must be a place where dragons thrive. 


It is still fairly early when Ciri reaches the capital city of Zerrikania. With big eyes she rides 
through the streets that are slowly awakening. The place is beautiful. The city's wide streets 
are lined with exotic trees bearing large, juicy fruits and the spacious houses are overgrown 
with flowered climber vines, emanating a delicate scent that reminds of vanilla. Although the 
capital, it is not a big city like Oxenfurt or Novigrad as Zerrikania is sparsely populated. So 
Ciri soon reaches the stadium. It is a masterpiece of architecture, a huge, circular building 
decorated with glazed tiles in red and gold that shimmer in the morning sun. They almost 
look like the scales of a dragon. 


However, what is the most astonishing to her, she has not seen a single trace of war during 
her travels. No burned down villages, no rotting corpses dangling from trees, no refugee 
camps, no armed guards anywhere in sight. The Wild Hunt has never been seen in 
Zerrikanian territory. Ciri feels almost disoriented with this strange feeling of a country in 
peace, like an animal that has been kept in a cage for most of its life and suddenly finds itself 
free, the cage door open. 


Ciri takes Kelpie to the stables adjacent to the arena. The arena is still closed, so she strolls 
through the streets. The vendors are just setting up their stalls. The aroma of exotic food and 
spices tickles her nose and makes her mouth water. She buys herself a hot pastry in the shape 
of a dragon and a mug of an opaque, golden fruit juice that tastes like nothing she has ever 
had before, sweet and fresh and spicy at the same time. Sitting on a bench under a sweetly 
smelling blossoming park tree she enjoys her breakfast. This city seems like a miracle. She 


closes her eyes for a moment, a feeling of overwhelming euphoria rising in her chest. Here 
she can finally breathe. 


"Don't move, Princess!" she suddenly hears a low voice from across the street. Her eyes fly 
open, her hand instinctively reaching for her sword, ready to leap at the potential attacker. 
But then she sees it and freezes. A long, colourfully ringed snake with a triangular, horned 
head is rising from the ground, the maw with the pair of pointed fangs wide open, its forked 
tongue twitching. Poised to sink its fangs into her bare leg, the snake hisses menacingly. 


But it is not the only sound Ciri can hear. There is a whistling. Something sparkling is flying 
through the air describing a perfect arc. A small, metal instrument. Just in time to save her 
from a lethal bite, it severs the snake's head. The flying object continues its trajectory for a 
second or two before it inserts itself in the trunk of a tree. Wide-eyed Ciri stares at it. It looks 
like a star. An orion. Reflexively, she touches the scar on her cheek. 


"You alright, Princess?" A man is crossing the street and walking toward her. Her saviour. 
Ciri blinks. He looks strangely familiar. Middle-aged and weather-beaten with a shaggy beard 
clad all in leather he could be a mercenary, or a bandit. And he seems to know her. For how 
else could he address her as princess? 


The man strides over to the tree, pulls a dagger from his belt and pries the orion loose from 
the bark of its trunk. Then he picks up the severed snake head that is lying in the grass half- 
way between Ciri and the tree and stows it in his beltbag. Ciri follows his every move with 
her eyes. A vage memory rises to her mind. 


"Boreas Mun, at your service, Princess Cirilla," he eventually says with something akin to a 
bow. 


"You were at Stygga," Ciri states, suddenly certain about who he is. "You held my stirrup 
steady and offered me your hand. You warned me to flee from the castle as far as I could." 


"Yes, Mylady, I was there. I did those things. You could have killed me at the lake, but you 
didn't, devil knows why. I'm glad you made it out of Stygga alive." 


"Thank you for saving me from the snake, Mister Mun." 


"It was the least I could do. I should never have worked for Skellen." He gazes at the ground 
before his feet for a moment clearly ashamed of his complicity in the coroner's hunt for her. 


"You saved my life today. You can consider your debt settled, Mister Mun." 
"Thank you Princess," he says, looking her straight in the eye. "And it's Boreas." 
"Call me Ciri, then. I haven't been a princess in ages." 


"Alright, Ciri it is," he says a bit hesitantly. "May I ask what brings you here, Ciri?" he then 
asks. "The Games?" 


"Yes, the Games. I want to compete. The Zerrikanian warriors must be extraordinarily good." 


"They are. Far better with a sword than I ever was, even in my prime." 
"You think I have a chance?" 


"If anybody has at all, I'd wager it's you. Damn it, I would put my entire fortune on you if I 
had any." He gives Ciri an encouraging smile. "But it won't be easy. They have a way of 
fighting that's different. Allow me to walk you to the arena, Princess - sorry, Ciri - and I can 
give you some expert tips. I might not be an outstanding sword fighter, but, as a tracker, I've 
got a keen eye and notice things." 


Ciri nods. Boreas Mun picks up the dead body of the deadly snake and slings it around his 
shoulders. Together the unlikely pair heads towards the arena and the soon to start games. 


Several hours later, when Ciri is standing in the pit of the huge arena fighting her last, 
decisive fight, the audience ecstatic with excitement, Boreas Mun's advice pays off. Thanks 
to his expert tips, she is always one move, one split second ahead of her Zerrikanian 
opponent as they spin and roll and pirouette around each other with their blunt swords, trying 
to disarm their adversary. Ciri pours out everything that has brought her to that pit. The strain 
and effort, the training, the commitment, the fears and frustrations of so many years. All 
those years since Nilfgaard - no, her father! - burned down Cintra and forever altered her life. 
It is exactly this split second she needs to win. 


And win she does. Exhausted to the bone but with a big smile at the audience. 


When the official award ceremony is over, Ciri sneaks away form the crowds. It is a fantastic 
feeling to be the celebrated champion, however, she does not know a single soul here and has 
no desire to join any after-parties or whatever Zerrikanian warriors do after an event like this. 
No, all the excitement over and the rush of adrenaline gone, she suddenly feels dead tired. All 
she wants to do is go home and collapse into bed. Covering her easily recognisable, ash- 
blond hair with her hood, she makes her way toward the stables. 


Kelpie is waiting for her impatiently. Stroking her perfect black nose and soft nostrils, Ciri 
greets her beloved horse and makes ready to saddle her. But what is this? Next to the saddle 
there is a canvas bag. Is it for her? Curious, Ciri opens it cautiously. It is filled with all kinds 
of Zerrikanian delicacies, fruits, sweets, little cakes, sachet of spices. And there is more. A 
beautifully carved figurine of a dragon. And the carefully scraped and cleansed skin of a 
snake. The snake that almost killed her. Ciri smiles. Letting Boreas Mun live that fateful day 
on the ice was clearly an excellent idea. 


End Notes 


Hope you liked this extremely rare pair! If so, Kudos, comments (including concrit) are very 
much appreciated. 


Unfortunately there is no description at all in the books of what Boreas Mun looks like, only 
once it is implied that he is not a young man anymore. So the description is not in the source 
material. But he is one of the few in Skellen's gang of mercenaries who is rather decent at the 
end. He flees across the Elskerdeg Pass and towards Zerrikania at the end of Lady of the 
Lake. 


Info about Zerrikania: https://witcher.fandom.com/wiki/Zerrikania?so=search 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


